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tie languorousness and softness which seemed to
pervade him fascinated them even more than what
he said.
"What can the buffalo bora in the fold know of
the jungle? or does the wild buffalo know how to
work in the rice-fields? I was born far away across
the sea on the coast. I was only a little child when,
they brought me to Colombo to live there in the
shop which my father kept. He had no fear to leave
his village and to cross the sea, nor had he any
desire to go back again there. He was a rich man*
Ohe! what a town is Colombo. There we lived in
a great building, and all around us were houses and
houses, ami people and people: no jungle or snakes
or wild beasts; not even a paddy-field or a cocoanut-
tree. Always streets and people walking, walking
backwards and forwards on the red roads (and very
few even known to you by sight), and bullock-carts
and carriages and rickshaws, hundreds upon hun-
dreds. And there are houses, very high, as high as
the hill at Beragama, full of white Mahatmayas and
their women, always coming and going from the
ships. How many times have I stood outside when a
boy and watched them, always laughing and talk-
ing loud, like madmen, and dancing, men and women
together. And how fair are the women, fair as the